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become ahve until I was mature As
readily as anyone would I subscribe now
to Henley's splendid eulogy of that book
which, as he says, is hashish made words,
that vast extravaganza of buffoonery and
poetry, with its abrupt alternations between
parvenu fehcity on silken cushions and the
undeserved bastinado I can see now that
nothing even remotely comparable with
the Arabian Nights could have emanated
from the Hindu mind, immensely fertile
as that mind is in mythology For, in the
first place, the world of the Arabian Nights,
so far as it is peopled with human beings,
is in its own queer way democratic, with
the democracy of Islam, a social system
which has never allowed the idea of per-
manent dominance or permanent subjec-
tion to enter it, and in the second place,
the Mahommedan mind is religiously
precluded from multiplying gods or in any
wa^ tampering with the firmly and finally
declared celestial constitution, and where
the myth-making Hindu mind escapes into
a wearisome liberty, the Mahommedan is